said to himself. His eyes were streaming a little; be-
neath him the surging lift and fall; in his nostrils a
sharpness of rage and energy and violated pride like
smoke from the animal's body, and he swept past the
motor car 5 remarking in a flashing second a woman^s
face and a mouth partly open and two eyes round with
tranquil astonishment. But the face flashed'away with-
out registering on his mind and lie saw the children
huddled on one side of the street*, and on the opposite
side a negro playing a hose on the sidewalk and beside
him a second negro with a pitchfork,

Some one screamed from a veranda, and the heddle
of children broke, shrieking. A small figure in a white
shirt and diminutive pale blue pants darted into the
street and Bayard leaned downward and wrapped the
rope about his hand and swerved the beast toward the
opposite sidewalk where the two negroes stood, gape-
mouthed. The small figure came on, flashed safely be-
hind; then a narrow band of rushing green, a tree
trunk like a wheel spoke in reverse, and the stallion
struck clashing fire from wet concrete. It slid, clashed,
fighting for balance, lunged and crashed down, and for
Bayard a red shock, then blackness.

The horse scrambled up and whirled and poised and
struck viciously at the prone man with its hooves, but
the negro with the pitchfork drove it away and it
trotted stiffly and with tossing head up the street and
passed-the halted motor-car. At the end of the street
it stood trembling and snorting and permitted the
negro hostler to touch it, Raf e MacCallum still clutched
his roll of bills,